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As if a man loving a harlot should

Praise her for maiden and himself for pure

To love such maidenhood, when any says

That he loves peace who loves not holiness,

For peace is holy.    Yea, and if one seek

He shall find peace where bitterest justice is,

In the full fire and middle might of wrath,

Rather than where sloth sucks the lips of shame

Or fear with her foul brother unbelief

Lives in adultery ; strife is that which springs,

As a winged worm and poisonous, of their sheets;

And in the slumberless and storm-strewn bed

That very war's self spreads for righteousness

Peace as a babe is born.

Mary Beaton.               Would God it were,

For 'tis a bitter childbed : these long years
We look for fruit and none comes forth of it,
But yet more iron travail; and ourselves,
Desiring justice, quite lose hold of peace,
And are distracted with our own fierce want
And hungry need of right unreachable.
Yet it may come, and then shall peace indeed.

John Knox. You talk against your habit.

Re-enter ERSKINE OF DUN.

Erskine of Dim.                               Master Knox,

The queen will no more hear you at this time,
But with good will and gracious mind will weigh
Your worth and worthy meaning in your words.